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May 1, 1960 
FREEDOM'S SONG f 


My country, tis of thee, 
Land of lest liberty, 
That i would sing; 
But now I cannot speak - 
I turn the other cheek, 
For every minute of the week 
Someone's listening. 


When music fille the breese 

and rings from all the trees, 
It's not so strong; 

I do not sing a word, 

(mates strictly for the birds) 

For someone may have overheard 
Sweet Freedom's song. 


That redbird en the bush 

Does not sing like a thrush - 
He'll have to go! 

fhe blackbird on the ground 

Must step his happy sound; 

They want ne blackbirds hanging ‘round, 
Except Jim Crow... 


Our fathers fought f@ thee, 

And now it's up to ne 
fo have my ling 

wno's hiding Freedom's light? 

I may not have his might, 

But still, by God, 111 stand and fight 
Though cash is king! 


You may give me the brand 

Of un-American, 
But still 1'11 sing - 

For I don't give a damn, 

I aint no shute-up clean; 

and you can take me es I am 
I'll wear no chain! 


I see by the papers that Sen Francisco is in fe another witch-hunt. 
Inte business has been carried altogether too far, and 1 think it's high 
time those who believe we have a right to peaceful disagreement to 
stand up and be counted. The above verses are dedicated to past victins 
of this practice, and possible future ones. Which includes all of use 
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